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pastures where snow lay on the mountains and a miserable
wind blew; priding himself on being a blowed-in-the-glass
tramp, he carried no blanket. Oftentimes he would " throw
his feet" for hours without getting a scrap of food at a back
door, or land in a strange town at midnight without a penny
in his pocket, and nothing to do but sit in the jungle by the
tracks and shiver the night through. Other nights he spent
on the pilot behind the engine, where he tried to doze off to
the coughing of the engine, the screeching of the wheels, and
the rain of hot cinders. Once when he was ravenously
hungry he was given a big handout wrapped in newspaper.
He ran to a nearby lot to devour the meal . . , and found it
to be soggy cake which the people at the party the night
before had refused to eat. He sat on the ground and wept.

It was while " throwing his feet" that he developed the
art of spontaneous story-telling, for upon his ability to tell
a good story depends the success of the beggar. The instant
a back door is opened he must size up his victim and tell a
story that will appeal to the peculiar personality and temper-
ament of that victim. In Reno a kindly, middle-aged mother
opened her back door. Jack instantly became an innocent,
unfortunate lad. He couldn't speak . . . never before in his
life had he asked any one for food . . . only the harsh pangs
of hunger could compel him to do so degraded and ignoble a
thing as beg. The good woman had to relieve his embarrass-
ment by telling him that he was hungry and urging him to
come into the kitchen for a set-down, the tramp's delight.

Later in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, he knocked on a back
door just as two maiden ladies were about to sit down to their
breakfast. They invited him into the dining-room to share
their buttered toast and eggs out of egg cups. The two
maiden ladies had never looked upon the bright face of
adventure; as the Tramp Royals would have it, they had
worked all their lives on one same shift. Jack was hungry,
he had been riding the blinds all night; while the servant
brought him more and more eggs, and more and more
toast and coffee, he thrilled the ladies with wild yarns,
bringing into the sweet scents and narrow confines of their